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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

promptitude any "song for America" sent to its office which 
may seem worth printing — be it a song of war, or an ode 
of "modern democracy," or any poem, lyric or dramatic, on 
some motive suggested by the present crisis. Our only regret 
is that no one has given us a five-hundred-dollar prize to 
be offered as a stimulus and a reward. H. M. 



CORRESPONDENCE 

,TO MISS MONROE IN THE CAROLINAS 

You have been ill ! Alas, I had not heard. ' 

It is impossible to be famed enough 

To penetrate the nut-shell, hickory-rough, 

Where live I, self-interned and self-interred. 

Thank God, you're well again. No better word 

Warms the May here, where April winds still sough. 

Meanwhile the German folks have called our bluff, 

Russia's revolved, and strange things have occurred. 

Of course the tissue of a warless state 

Was stranger still, but that they would not see. 

Not to see strangeness brings a stranger fate. 

And now before God's eyes, it seems to me, 

Pulses an ocean of dream disconsolate, 

Inchoate save with salt, bitter exceedingly. 

E. H. L. 
May 4, 1917. 
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